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Carve' s story 

The incident of his going to the hospital for the first time in his life. 

■./hen Carve was 75 je-a-rs old and his rupture was bothering, him, he turned 
to me one day and said n Baby (imagine him call all 300 pounds o f me bsby.l 
But then. Carve called his wife "Pete”, so 1 suppose "baby” applied to a man 
is no orse.), I can’t go through life like this.” 

I didn't understand end asked him to explain. 

T.Iy rupture is bothering me and I’m going to have it fixed," he replied. 

"How long have you been ruptured'.” i inquired, knowing full well that it 
had been for 54 years, but I so enjoyed the laborious and intricate process by 
which he sometimes recalled events from the distant past. It came out in terms 
of Ronald ding's harvesting, which was so long after some else' s be rn raising, 
ana other old-time country events firmly fixed in the old men’s mind, but never 
lost my teste for the fine flavor of this variety of computing time. 

After he had gone through the ’whole rigamsrole I said, '’You’ve been ruptured 
for 51 years. All this time you have worked hard and you’ve gotten along, ,/hy 
have you suddenly decided to have it fixed';” 

The old fellow had never been inside a hospital except to visit, and that 
but rarely, and I knew he wasn't looking forward to this surgery. 

"It's been bothering me long enough. I'm going to have it tended to. ’dill 
you take me to the hospital';” 

"Sure,” I told him. "When" 

"Tomorrow, I guess. I’ll call the doctor tonight" he er ewe red. 

Things were that simple for him. Tie didn't cell the doctor himself- he 
had no phone and when he was near one he wouldn’t use it. other people had to 
wait for en empty bed. Then Carve made up his mind that a 75 his life was still 
ahead of him, there was an empty bed waiting. 




He went to the hospital, had the operation, ana it was a success. Other 
neighbors or I took his wife in daily. H e would have had a longer life ahead of 
him if his wife Rose nary had many years earlier decided that she'd live each 
day as though it were her B last. She did this, too, although she dreaded death 
only if it preceeded Carves, for the old man was hardly able to look out for him- 
self. nis intellectual equipment was that limited. 

All his life he had gone to Frederick, less than a dozen miles away, at 
least once a week. IVhen he was first married they sometimes r® de the trip twice 



on Saturday’s, with horses. 



±*ei.urniijg from the night trip, Lhe horses needed no 



neln, and the couple could sleep. Sometimes it was time for the Sunda y morning 
milking when they got back to their farm. 

Carve was one of those people about whom it was no joke to say that when 
he wanted to stop his car in a hurry he holler "whosi" I saw and he rd if several 
times. I saw him do it with a garden tractor, too. 

But when Rose was with him she told him everythign he was to do, and he did 
nothing she didn’t tell him to do. ..ithout her we was lost, and this is not a 
ligure of speech. ..hen they drove to Frederick they went to the first arking 
lot and the car stayed there until, them came hom. The last time they made the 
trip, she still told him wat street to turn on to get to the perking lot.. It was 
on the street next to the one that was a straight road fxom hur town. But if 
ahe hadn't told him to turn, he’d probably have driven right through Frederick. 
Ooing as® home was the same. Bach of the two turns she ordered. Once he went to 
town *4th me. fhile I was getting ny hair cut lie wanted to go to a hardware 
store in the same block. His cousin -.ill Tsbler was in the barber shop, and when 
-.ill learned I usd turned carve loose to go elsewhere in the same block, fill 
shuddered. "He’ll not get back here without help,*' fill declared, and that’s the 
way it was. i found Carve wondering around, lost. This barbershop was about a t 
three minute walk from his regular parking piece, but we was. 



indeed, lost 
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Rose was a stwong-wiUea person. bed a beprt condition, she .new about 
it, hat heard all the medical cautions, took her medicine as prescribed, and 
figured that was the extent of her responsibility to herselr. The dos and donts 
wore myth as ter as she war concerned, and it is understandable that she felt 
this way, since she had reached her mid-70s. Doctors were a little less than 

enemies to her. Dhe didn't hate them. Jhe just ignored them, carefully hiding 
he noncompliance from them. 

Once she fell up the cellar steps. This is hardly creditable unles you 
know the cheap botch their friend who built their home made of the project, and 

y res.ateo . tney consider d an unnecessary expenditure. They were well 

off, although not rich, and the slight sum required to make to steps safe was 

e negligible part of their worth, nfter a couple of falls they evotyed a simple 

system: they crawled down the stems bs cH'ard It re^n- ™ 

t o-arQ, it really was necessary. The 

first time I used them t f*pn 1 

*» - iell d j_ the way down. Carve once cracked three ribs 

dm one fall - an incident PH re turn to in a moment. 

Tie, raised chickens in the cellar, other found the odor disagreeable. If 
they were aware of an, scent, they pretended not to be. Three times a day the 
chickena were tended, ami at least time times a day one or both of tiBm crawled 
the steps. The also slaughtered the chickens in the cellar, while there was 
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' ilin >,en ieeu 0i ( ' ne chicken cages, Rose never lost 

her girlhood habit of boiling h pr . 

1Je ■ * bter 8 tea kettle and taking it 

down to the cellar, where she mixed it to the right temperature. 

' hiS P8rticul8r d8y the ch ^kens "ere dressed and Rose was going upstairs 
With two of than in one hand and the empty tea ketHe in the other. She actually 
bell up the stairs end broke her heel in the process. 

Doctor Fawcetts instructions ere clear enough. She was 
to say in bed until he told her otherwise. Pain kept her from walking. But the 
next day she found a simple evasion. She used a chair as e combination crutch and 
scooter. She pu«, her knee against the back of the chair and slid it v;te re ever 
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she want ex to go* There was plenty to time to get into bed when she saw. the 
doctor coming, for she made that chair fly. 

Rose got away with chiselling on the doctors, as she regarded it, until 
the last of her evasions following a warning about her heart condition. 

It surprised everyone that Carve made out as well as he seemed to follow- 
ing her death. The local ladies dropped in fro time to time and cooked he als 
in advance ior him, and his tastes in food were simple, mostly the things 
mothers tried to keep from their children. His favorite beverage was a fifty- 
fifty mixture. of Lepsi Cola ana Tea. 

ans one of the few days have been ill,, during a flu season several years 
ago, Carve came to ask me to call the doctor. I asked him if he had any aches 
or pains, was he feverish, anything wrong with his apetite or elimination. Avery 
think was okay, only he didn't feel good. Chile we were on the phone to the 
doctor the old man keeled over, he had the flu, pleurisy and what else I dont 
know. A month or so latex he died of ureijie poisoning. 

There nature shortchanged him in comprehension and intellectual capacity 
she made up for with a superior endowment of warmth and decency. 

Rose well understood her husband's mental shortcomings, and she loved him 

nonetheless for them. The time Carve cracked those ribs, eluded to above, while 

eeller 

I was leading: him outside the iususs into the fresher air, she kept up a stocatto 
of mild abuse and insults that shocked me, making slurring references to the old 
fellows studpidity, clumsiness, end what was he doing under her feet anyway. Only 
as she left us while Carve sat with me to await the doctor did I see the tears 
in ner eyes. Later she explained his fears about sickness made him pass out! 'hen 



they were first married the doctor had cautioned her to keep Care’s mind off his 
illnesses or aches and bruises, for evep a s a youngster ter was awkward and care- 
less, else he d faint oead away. Tv. i s was her way of doing it, and she explained 
its necessity to me so that I’d know t .he prescribed first aid is any such 

thing happened while he was with me. ,xt least in her old age, abusing Carve cut her 




